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To the right Hondurable and 


vertuous Lady ode Laly dara H- 
ſtings. Nicholas Breton viſbeth 
all happineſſe in this world, 


4 eternal. ioyes 
hercairer, 


( 


e Jeb Honourable, your ⁊ealous ſone 
s diane. Klees, hath mae the 
Muſes of 464% Mature, to preſent 
your fauour, with the beſt fruites of 
their delizhts, which in the exer- 
iſe of therr pirituall Contemplations, haue brought 
forth theſe — artable Eur which bound 
vp in this little volume, they haue preſume twih 
wy ſcruice, to preſent to your good L idyſbip, be- 
Neechting the ſame, with that good fiugur to 1ccept 
them thit m:y un ler heiuen be the greiteſt grace, 
that they 4:1 ire unto them, It is intituled, Thes 


A 3 Harmony 


Tother 


Lady, the 
Nichol. 


- — ir f 
forth theſe 
vp in this 
with my 
ſh: P. beſec, 
uon FO AC 
the great: 


To the right Honorable and vertuous 


Lady, the Lady S A RA HASTING 5s, 
Nicholas Breton wiſheth all happineſße in 


this world, and eternall tojes here.:frer, 


('*") 


ibi Honourable, jour æcalous lene 
5 b dinine fta dies, hath made the 
FE R FEY: Muſes of that nature, to preſent 
eber fauour with the beſt fruntes of 
Lee delights, which in the exerciſe 
of their ſpirituall ( ontemplat ions, bane brought 
forth theſe comfortable Mcditatins:mhich bornd 
vp in this little volume, they haus preſurcd 
with my ſeruice, ts preſent to your good Lavi- 
ſhip, beſecching tha ſame, with that god fa- 
wour to accept them, that may c nder hauen be 
rhe greateſt grace, that they deſire <'mto then. 
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tuous Lad 55 the Lady Sar) Haſtings, 
A «holas Preto wiſhieth ali happineiie 
un this world, and etctnall joyes 
licicattci. 


To the Right Honourable and ver- 


elt Honourable, Your zealous + 
love to Divine ſludies bath made 
the Wafer of that nature, to pre- 
fert jour f.tuour nith the beſt 
5 fruits of their delightt, which in 


the exercife of their {pirituall Contemplat tons, 


haut brougl l forth theſe comfortable Meditati- 
0:1 :rbicg luundef in tlic litile Volume, they 
Lare reſumtid with my ſeruice, to preſent 0 your 
c Lodiſhip, beſreching the ſame, nith that 
£004 ſauour to ace ther, that may under hea- 
wer le the greateſt orate, that they deſire vnto 


of 2? ther. 


. 


Harmony of the Soule, who in thegracions 
thongbts of Gods bleſſing; and humble talke with 
hrs mercy, thinkes her ſelſe halfe in heanen ere ſhee 
mme there: where, after that you haue paſſed a 
b pilgrimage on this earth, God ſend 

van the eternal felicitie of the 
| Faithfull. 


Your Ladyſhips i- all 
humblencſle 


Nicholas Breton. 


It is entitules 
who in the 
and humble 
felfe halfe in | 
after that you 
this earth, 


the Faithfull 


is intituled, The Harmony of the Soule , 
w in the gracious thouzhts of Gods beſiing, 
4 humble talke with his mercy, thinkes her 
t halfe in heauenere ſhee come there: where, 
er that you haue paſied a happy pilgrimage on 
earth, God 2 he — felicity of 
Faithfull. 


Your Ladiſhips in all humbleneſſe, 


Nicholas Breton, 


The 


them. 1; tituled, The Harmony of the 
Soule ; who in the gracious thoughts of Gods 
Bleſſlng,and bumble talkewith bis mercy, thinks + 
ber ſelfe halfe in heauen ere ſhee come there? 
where, after that you bauc paſſed a happy pil- 
grimage on this earth, God ſend you the eternall 


felicity of the faithful. 
\our Ladiſhips in all humblencſle, 


Nidbolis Bretcy, 


be F + rm * 


GOD, _ 


Race in all G lories height, 
55 On whom all Glories waite, 


LESVS, = Wy 


157 in the higheſt ot the heiglit of ioy, 

Holding theitate of the Celeſtiall (tory 
Eternall lte, that doth all deaths deſtroy, 5 
Sonne to that grace, that makes the Fathers Glory, 
Vnmatched Power, in Mercies —_— mighe: 


Such is the ſubſtance of my Soules delight. 


— — — ” b — 


CHRIST, 


(CLeeie is the Sunne, that doch tor euer ihe, 
Heauenly that light, that giues al eyes their ſee- 
Royal that Crown, which neuer can decline, (ing, 
Imperious Power, chat glues all powers their being. 
duchis the Power, tlie Ccown, the L:ght,the Sun, 
That neuer ends where Glory ſirſt b. n. ‚ 
OY 


A4 
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Race in 
On w. 
Veſer. 


Oy in the big 
Thang the 


Eternall Fre th 
Son to that gra 
Vnmatched Po 
Such is the ſub 
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Leere is th 
Heaudly tl 
Royal that Cro 
Inperious Pov 
Such is the Po. 
That neuer en 
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J Race in all Glories height, 
1 On whom all Glortes wane, 
Deſcribes my ioyes concert. 


IESVVS. 


y in the higheſt of the height of ioy, 
olding the ſtate of the Celeſtiall ſtory, 
all life, that doth all deaths deſtroy, 
to that grace, that makes the Fathers Glory, 
natched Power, in Mercies Princely might : 
\ is the ſubſtance of my Soules delight. 


CHRIST. ' 


Leere is the Sunne, that doth for ever ſhine, 
Heauẽ̃ly that light, that giues al cies their ſee» 
al that Crown, which neuer can decline, ( ing, 
erious Power, that giues al pow'rs their being. 
his the Power, the — the Light, the Sun, 
it neuer ends where Glory firſt begun. 
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FTOD. 


Race in all Gloves berght, 
On whom rie Waite, 


Deſcribes my joyes conceit. 


2 — ——— — — 


135 in the higheſt of the height of joy, 
Holding the ſtate of che Celeftiall ſtoty. 
Eternall life, that doth all deachs dettroy, 

don to that grace, that makes the Fathers Glory, 
Vnmatched Power, in mercies Princely might, 
Such is the ſubſtance of my lou'es delight. 


CHRIST. J 


— — — 


Cleere is the Sun thut doth for ever ſhine, 
Heauenly that light that giues all eyes their ſecing, 
Royall that Crowne which never candecline, 
Imperious power, that giues all powers their being, 
Such is the Power, the Crowne, the Lighr, che Sun, 
That neuer ends where Glory fitſt begun. 
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Y foules loves life, & lif, * : How may thoſe Spirits be with ioyes poſſeſt 
MJ highly are thy holy — wy light, That may be rauiſhe with this Ro ate, : 
T hat in thy grace enioy the glorious Gehr W here Feuer ſawe, and in his ſeeing bleſt 
Where in the ſumme of all their ioy docth reſt! My ſoules lifes loue, and loues life toules delight 


Whar heavenly muſike way thoſe Muſ. Oh bleſſed Peter, bleſt in ſuch a ſceing? 
Who ſet their conſorts by +4 y 3 * (kill, ſing, | Well might he fing, Sweet Lord, here is good 


Ard Angels quauers make the Quicre to rin (being, 
Wiule vertues A yre doe all the voy ces {ills P | © 


How ay 
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Chat in thy ge 
Clhercain the! 


That heauer 
TAho ſet their 
And angels gt 
TUhilc vertuc 


Dow may tho 
Chat map be 1 
here Pete: 
My loules lu 


O bleſſed Pet 
Vell might h 
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(light, 
N faules loues life, t lifes lones ſonles de- 
bow highly are thy holy Angels bleſt, 
at in thy grace emopthe gloztous fight, 
herein the lumme ot all their ioy doth reſt! 


hat heanen!y muſike map thoſc muſes ſing, 
ho ſet their conkoꝛt by thy ſacred (kill, 

d angels quauers make the Quite to ting, 
hile vertucs apꝛe doc all the vopces fill! 


w may thoſe Spirits be with iores pole ſt, 
jat map be rainſht with this ropall fight: 

here Peter ſaw, and in his ſecing bleſt, 
loules liues loue, x loues lifes ſonles delight? 


bleed Peter, bleſt in ſuch a ſeeing: (being. 


ell might he ſing, @weete Loꝛd, here is good 
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N A Y ſoules loues liſe ann lifes loues ſonlcs de 

How hiahlo arc thy holy Angels bleft, 
Chat in thy grace cnfop the gloztous ſicht, 
Alhere in the lumme ol all their toy doth teſt. 


What heauenly m:rficke may thoſe Pres ſing, 
N ho ſet their comfozt bi: thy ſacred ſkill, 

And Ingeis quaucrs make the :Qinre to ring, 
CQhtlic vertues avzr doc all the voices fill, 


Molu mp thoſc ſpiri's be with loves poſſeſt, 
Thit maybe ra niſht with this rovall ſight! 
there ” ter aw and in his ſa ina bleſt, 

My loules liars lone, loues lifes ſoules delight. 


O bleſled Per, bleft in ſich a ſæing. (be ing. 
Well might he ſang, Swerte L 02d, hare is god 
. 
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Gracious God, and Lord of mercies might, And yet! fal into that depth of ſinne, 
V Vhy do Iliue amid this world of woes? That makes me feare the iudgement of thy wrath, 
V Vhen cuery day doth ſeeme to me as might, Vntilltliy grace doth all my helpe beginne, 


VV hile forrowes ſeeke my Spirites ouerthroꝶ es. Toknow what comfort, Faith ia Metcy hath, 


I heare thy word, and would bey tliy will, 

But want the power, that might pertorn.c my due: 
J know the good, ind fayne would leaue the il, 
And teare the ſorro v, tliat doth ſinne enſue: Lord, 


Oh bleſled light, chat ſhewes in Mercies eye, 
W hule faith doth liue, that loue can neuer die. 
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And pet 
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Gracious Ood, and Lozd of mercies might, 

Why do Jliue amid this wozld of woes, 
When cuery dap doth ſerme to me as night, 
While ſozrowes ſek my Spirits ouct thzowes? 


J heare thy wo2d, and would obey thy will, 
But want the power, p might per foꝛme mp due: 
Juno w the good, and faine would leaue the ill, 
And feare the ſozrow that doth ſinne enſue: 


And pet J fall into that depth of ſinne, 

That makes me feare the iudgen t: of thy wzath, 
Untill thy grace doth all my helpe begin, 

To know what comfozt Faith in Percy hath. 


Ob bleCcdlight, that ſhcwes in merties eve, 
TWhile Faith doth liue, that loue can neuer die. 
44 Lozd, 
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rat ions Cod and I 630 of mere tes mig 
Aby doe I live amid this wo: 1d of wocs, 
When enery day dofh ſ&mre to mee as maht, 
While ſozrowes ſerie my Spirits ouerthzowes 2 


J beare thy Mod. and would obey tly» will, 
But want the power that unght pero nm mp due⸗ 
J know the god and faine would loauc the ill, 
And fears the (03row that doth ſinne enſute: 


And pct 7 fall into thj it depth of ſinne, 

That makes me fcarc the tudament ofthy wzath, 
eint ill thy grace doth all my helye begin, 

Zo know what comfo;t Faith in Mercp hath, 


Obb'effed licht, that ſhe wes in merctes eye. 
While Faith dothliue that love can ncuer die. 
A+ L 02d, 
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| _ "OP" And when,agaime,theaQ of ſinne is paft And kn 
— 1 — 7 d ; — — Aud that thy grace doth call me backe apainez : And le my 
And. r Then in my teares I runne to thee as faſt, In doing u 
| ce my hurt, and yet continue ſtill p * 4 of my ſolfe 
In doing ill, anꝗ cannot leaue to doe it; And of my ſinnes, and of my icite complayne, And th 
nd then a 
That inwa 
Then ſcar 
4 : But it is gt 
And then againe, doe feele that bittet ſmart What can I doe, but cry, Sweet Ieſus, ſnem 
Thar imvard breeds, of pleaſures after pay ne, Fer I am noching, but what thou wit hane mr, And when, 
When ſcarce the thought is entred in my heart, And that tt 
Bac it is gone, and ſinne gets in agaiuc- — Then in m 
And ol my 
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Oꝛd, when I thinke how I offend thy will, 
And know what good is in obedience to it, 
And ſe my hurt, and yet continue ſill 
In doing ul, and cannot leaue to doe it: 


And then againe, doe feele that bitter ſmart, 
Chat inward bꝛe ds of plcaſures after paine, 
Then ſcarce the thought is entred in mp heart, 
But it is gone, and finne gets in againe: 


And when, againe, the act of ſinne is paſt, 
And that thy grace doth tall me backe againe: 
Then in my tcares J runne to thee as fall, 
And of my finnes, and of my ſelfe complaine. 


What can J do but cry, @weete Jeſus, fave me: 
Fo; I am nothing, but what thou wilt hauc _ 
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Oꝛd, when J thinke how J offend t hy will, 
And know what god is in obe dienct to it 
And ſc my hurt, and pet continue ſtill. 
An doing ill, and cannot leaue, to doc it: 


And then agatne doe (e le that bitter ſmart, 
Chat in ward b:eds of pleaſure aſter paine, 
EU hen ſcarce the thought is cntred in my hea: 
But it is gone, and ſinne gets in againe : 


And when agat ne, the au of ſinne is paſt, 
And that thy grace doth cali il back againc; 
Then in my teares J ran to thy as (aft. 
Ano of my unnes and ol mp lelle complaine. 


M hat can I doc but cry. ſweets Icſits (aue ne - 
Foz A amuathing, but what then wilt gaue me. 
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O Lord that liueſt in that life of life, My God, my Lord, my ſoules lifes deareſt loue, 
W hich all thou art, and of thy ſclfe alone? No ſo my ſinnes haue thy diſpleaſure moued, 
Whole ſacred word is that ſoules cutting knife, Let my ſoules teares thy glorious mercy moue, 


That doth deuide the marrow from the bone, To make me fecle,how faith may be beloued, 
> 
O glorious God, of grace and mercy mute, | That being ſet from ſinne and ſorrow free, 


Thenheart and ſoule are able to concauc, 
And ſceſt the teares that mercy doth implore, | 
And wilt not Faithin feares dilcomtort leaue. a My 


I may not ceaſe to ſing in ptaiſe of thee, 


E 02d 
(Dani 
Ulhoſe ſac 
Chat doth 


© gloziout 
Then heart 
And ſecfk thi 
And wilt nc 


Dy God, m 
Vow ſo mp 
Let my ſon 
To make n 


That bei 
Imapne 
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Koꝛd, that lincſt in that life of life, 
(Oct all thon art, and of thy ſelfe alone: 
LUboſe ſacred woꝛd is that ſoules cutting knife, 
Chat doth deuide the marrow from the bone. 


O gloꝛious God, of grate and mertp moꝛe, 
Chen heart and ſoule are able to conceiue, 
And ſerſt the teares that mercy doth imploze, 
Ind wilt not faith in fcares diſcomfozt lcaue ? 


2p Sod, mp Loꝛd, my ſculcs life deareſt lone, 
How ſo my ſinurs hauc th v diſpleaſure moued, 
Let my ſoulcs tcares thy glozious mercp moue, 
o make me feele, how faith may be beloued. 


That being ſet from fin and ſoꝛrow fre, 
map not ccaſc to ſing in pzaiſe of thee. 
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E 03d that liueſt in that lic of liſo, 
Which all thou art and of thy ſelſe alone : 
M hoſt facred,z7102d is that (onics cutting knile. 
That doth diuide the marrow from the bone, 


© Glozious God, of grace and incrcy moze, 
Then heart 03 ſoule axe able to (once iue, 

And (ft the teates that mercy doth imploze, 
And wilt not faith in fcarcs diſcomfo;t lcaue: 


y God, mp Loꝛd, my ſoules lifcsdearclt lo ie, 
How ſo m ſumes hauc thy diſplcaſure mœue d, 
Let my ſoules teares thy glo: ious mercy mout. 


To make me fle, how faith may be be loue d: 


Chat be ing ſe l from ſinnc and ſo: row free, 
J map not ceaſe to ſing in pꝛavle of tha. 
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MY heauenly Loue, frõ that high throne of chins 
Where gracious mercy fits in Glories ſeat, 
In that true pity ot thy Power diuine, 


Let not deſpaireconfound my praying hope, 
That begs an almes at thy mercies gate: 
But let tliy grace thy hand of bountie ope, 


That dries che tcares, that merey doe eutreat, | That comfort yeelds, which neuer comes too late, 
Bchold, ſweet Lord, theſe bleeding drops of lows, That in the cure of my conſuming griefe, 
That melt my ſoule in ſorrow of my ſinne, My wytull ſoule may ſing of thy reliefe. 
And let theſe (ſhowres ſome drops of mercy moue, 1 
That in my griefe my comfort may beginne. 1 On 
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(thine, 
P heanenlp lone, from that high thzons of 
Where gracious mercy ſits inglozies ſeat; 


In that true pity of thy power dinine, 
Chat dꝛyes the tearcs that mercy do intreat: 


Behold,ſweet Lo2d,theſe bleding dꝛops of loue, 
Lhat melt my ſoule in ſozrow of my linne, 

And let theſe ſhomꝛes ſome d2ops of mercy moue, 
That in my griefe my comfozt map begin. 


Let not deſpaire confound my pꝛaving hope, 
That beggs an almes at thpmercies gate; 

But let thy grace thy band of bounty ope, 

That comfozt ptelds, which neuer comes to late: 


Chat in the care of mp conſuming griefe, 
Py iopfull ſoule may ſing of thy reliefe. mn 
h. 
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— Hine, 


pÞ h-auently lone from fb if hich Tone of 
M here gracious merty (ifs in gloztes (eat, 


In that true vittp of thy power diuine, 


Chat dꝛyes the teares that mercy doc intreaf : 


Dehne fry zf- Tod theſe ble ding v20ps of lone 
Th it melt mo (ante in ſoꝛrow of mm ume, 
And let theſe chowꝛes ſom? dzops of mercy moe, 
Thb it in m griefe my comfozt may begin. 


Let not deſpaſre confound mp pzaving hope, 


That begs an aines af thy mercies gate: 


Bet let th: grace thy hand of mercy ope, 


That comfo;t ptelds, which neuer comes to late. 


That in fhe care of 17» conſuming grieſe, 
Py toyfull ſoule may ſing of thy reltcte, 


Oh, 
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H, that my ſoule were purificd ſo, And that this world were vnto me u hell, It u 
It might no more be ſubiect vnto fin, | Bur where I ſec his Saints in their loves ſeruice, And that 
And tliat rr hn might onely ſeeke to know, And I might die, till I might hue to dwell How hun 
How humble grace doth mercies loue begin. In ſome ſuch place, to do lome pleaſing office, 


Oh, that 

As might 

And that 

Oh, chat my thoug lis, my words & deeds were ſuch, That he might be, who dothmy death deſtroys Oꝛ falſec 
As might not ſwaruc from my deare Sauiours wall, Allaboucall,and all in all, my Ioy. 

And that my truth might neuer haue a tutch And that 

alle cone it, fer to excuſe mine ill. B 2 The - — 

Jn ſome ( 

And 5 5 That hen 

All aboue 
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V that mp ſoule were purified ſo, 

It might no moze be ſubiec vnto ſinne, 
And that mp care might onelp ſ&ke to know, 
Yow humble grace doth mercies lone begin. 


(ſuch, 
Oh, that my thoughts, my wozds x deeves were 
As might not ſwarue fro mp deare Saniozs wil, 
And that my truth might neuer haue a tuch 
Oꝛ falſe conceit, foz to excuſe mine ill. 


And that the wozld were vnto me a hell, 

But where I ſte his ſaints in their loues ſeruice, 
And I might dye, till I might line to dwell 

In ſome ſuch place to doe ſome pleaſing office, 


That he might be, who doth my death deffroy, 
All aboue all, and all in all my fo. 
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V th t my ſo'rIc were vuriſte d fo, 

It miaht no moꝛe be ſubted vnto firmet 
And that my care mich onelp ſor te to know, 
Vow humble grace doth me rt ies lone beg in 5 4 

4 

Oh that mp thoughts my words and derds wers 
As miaht not ſwerue fro my deare @anfozs wil, 
An thit m truth miaht neuer haue a tiich 
Oz falſe conct ite foꝛ to excuſe mine ii 


And that the world were unto me a hell ! 

But wherc 3 ſir hts ſuinta, in their loues ſertrice, 
And J might dye till J micht liuc to dwell, 

In ſome ſuch plact to doe ſome pleaſing office, 


That he micht be, who doth my death — 
All abous all, and all in all my foy, 
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THe worldly prince doeth in his Septer hold 
A kind of heauen in his authorities: 

The wealthy miſer, in lus maſſe of gold, 

Makes to his ſoule a kind of Paradice : 


The Epicure, that cates anddrinkes all day, 

Accounts no Heauen, but in his helliſh cowres ; 

And ſhe, whoſc beauty ſeemes a ſunny day, 
Makes vp her heauen, but in her babies clomtes. 


But, 
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But, my ſweete God, I ſeeke no Princes =_ 
No miſers wealth, nor beauties fading glotle 
VVhich piper fin, whoſe ſweetes are inward ſowre, 
And ſorry gaynes, that breed the Spirits loſſe. 


No, my deare Lord, let my Heauen onely bee 
In my Loues ſeruice, but to lue to thee, 
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He woz dly Pzince doth in his Scepter hols 
A kind of heauen in his authozities: 

The wealthy miſer in his maſſe of gold, 

Pakes to his ſoule a kind of Paradiſe: 


The Cpicurc that eats and dꝛinks all dap, 
Accounts no heauen but in his helliſh rowts; 
And ſhe, whoſe beauty ſ&emes a ſunny day, 
Makes vp her heauen, but in her babies clowts. 


But. my ſweele God, J ſeeke no Pꝛintes power, 
No Miſers wealth, noz beauties fading gloſſe, 

Which paper ſin, whoſeſwets are inward ſow- 
And ſo2ry gains, that bꝛerd the ſpirits loſlc. (er, 


No, my deare Loꝛd, let my heauen onelp bee, 
In mp loues ſeruice, but to liue to thec. 
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wo zldiy Pꝛinct doth i dis @tepter hold 
Tad of on in his gutho zit ies, 

The wealthy lter in his maſſe of gold, 

Pakes to bis ſons a kind of Paradiſe: 


The Epicure that cates and dzinkes all day; 
— heauen oo his — — 2 

| whole beauty ſeemes a ſunnp day, 
— her heauen, but in her babies clowts. 


But. my ſwerte God, I ſerke no P2inces power, 
No Pilers wealth, no; beauties fading glodſe. 
Which piper ſin, whole fwats are inward lower, 
cindlozry gains that byed the Spirits lolle. 


No, mw dear? Lo2d, let my heauen onely bæ, 
— my loues ler vice, but to liue to the. 
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O God, forgive the preatneſle of my ſinne: 
Iam not worthy to implore thy Grace, 

Ihe losthiome ſtinle, tnat I lie tumbung in, 

Wrhk filthy ihaime hath couered all my tace, 


Ihaue deſeryu'd the depth of all tlune ire, 
To know thy willy et wil: ully offend, 

My ſoule delerues,in the mternall fie, 
Totcclc the totmenits chat thallneucr end. 
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| But Lord, thy mercy is aboue thy wrath, EO 


Thou doeſt not ioy, to ſee a ſinners death, 
Aud true repentance in thy mercie hath 
The bleſſed food, that giues the ſpiri: breath 


Where praying liope,in !;cart can periſn neuer. 
While humble faith doth uus in ioy for euer. 
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God, fo2gine the greatneſſe of my ſinne: 

Jam not wozthp to imploze thy grace, 
be loathſome ſtinke, that J lie tumbling in, 
Uith filthy ſwame hath coucred all mp face. 


haue deſeru d the depth of all thine ire, 
o know thy will, pet wilfully offend, 

dp ſoule deſerues in the eternall fire, 

Lo feele the toꝛments that ſhall neuer end. 


zut, Lozd, thy mercy is aboue thy w2ath, 
hou doſt not top to ſee a ſinners death, 

nd true repentance in thy mercy hath 

Che bleſſed foode that giues the ſpirit bzeath: 


Where pꝛaving hope, in heart can periſh neuer, 


Chile humble faith doth line in iop fo; euer. 
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God, fozgine fhe greatneſle of my ſinns, 
Jam not wozthy to imploze hy Grace, 
The toathſome ſtinke thit 3 lve fumblingin, - 
WW ith filthy ſhame hath concred all mylace. 


J baue deſeru d the depth of all thine ire, 


£0 know thy UW ill, pet willully offend, 


Sy ſoule deſerves in the eternali fire, 
Teo file the tozments that ſhall neuer end. 


But L 02d. thy mercy is aboue thy wzath, 
Zhou doſt not iop fo ſer a ſinners death, 

And true repentance in hy mercy hath, 

The ble ſled fode that gires the. pirit bzeath, 


Where pꝛaping hope in heart can per iſt neuer, 
UW hile humble faith doth liue in fov loz euer. 
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Hatis the gold of all this world: but droſſe; 

The icy, but ſorrow, and tlie pleaſute, pay ne 
The n caich, but beggeryy & the gay ne but lofle, 
The wit, but folly, aud the vettue vay uc; 


The po:ver, but u cakeneſſe, and but dea: lu tlie lite, 
The hope, but feare, and the aflurance dey, 

The troſt, de ceit, the concord but a ſtiife, 

V Vkere ONE concei Hat! Pet ano but; 
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Time but an inſtant, and the vic atoyle, 

The knoꝝ ledge, bindneſle, & the care a madneſſe, 
The ſiluer, lead, the diamond, but a foyle, 

The i elt, but trouble, and the mucth but ſadneſſe. 


Thus ſince to heauen co npar d. the earth is ſuch, 
What thing is man, to loue the world ſo much? 


Oh, 
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(0 zꝛolle; 
V/V pat is the gold of all this woꝛld; but 
The iop, but ſozrow, 4þ pleaſure pain, 
The wealth, but beggerp, and the gain but loſle, 
Lhe wit, but folly, and the vertue vaine; 


The power but wealineſe,and but death the life 
The hope but feare, and the aſſurance dont, 
Che truſt deceit, the concozd but a ftrife; 
Where one conceit doth put another out: 


Lime but an inſtant, and the vſe a toyle, 

The knowiedge, dlindneſſe, g the care a madnes, 
Che ſiluer, lead, the Diamond, but a ſople, 
Che reſt, but trouble, and the mirth but ſadnes. 


Thus fince to heauen compar d the earth is ſuch, 
What thing is man to loue the woꝛld ſg _— ? 
h. 
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\ Pat is the gold 
" ) The top butlszrow. i the pleaſare patne 


Ju wealth but beggery,and the geile bat lolle 


Las wit but folly, and the vcrtue vaiue : 


be power but fwcakenedc,and but deati the lite 


The hove but (ere and the aſſurance doubt, 
The truſt dece ite the conco2d but firite, 
UT here one conct ite doth put another out, 


t ne b ii an inſtant, and the uſe a fople, 


Tb: knowledge blindneſſe q the care a madntſfe 
de ſil ter (cad, the Oiamont but a lo le, 


Lt reſl but trouble, and the nuirth but ladneſſe. 


T bus ſince to heauen compar d the cartbis lach, 


hat thing is man to loue thc woꝛld lo much - 
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H. would manthiake but on cliat world of toy, VVould men thus make adiffercee intheir minds, 
Which in the heauens the choſen ſhall receiue, Tx light and darkeneſſe, and the day, and night, 


Andchen againe,vpon this worlds annoy, Then would finne die, that with illuſioablinds 
V Vherc hellich baytes the wicked Jo decewe ! The eye of nature from her bleſſed fight, 


Would he but Jooke vpontiie Angels g acc, And man would loue the good, & hate the cuitf 


The Paradiſes ot their ie auenly pleaſues, And honour God, and tread vpon the deulll. 
And then, „pon the deuils ougiy faces, | | 


V Vith all clicircornicnts endlcs without meatarcs! ** 
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V, would man thinke but on the wozlp of 
which in the heanfs the choſen ſhall receme, 
Ind then againe vpon this wozlds annop, 
Ahbece helliſh baits the wicked do deceine! 


(Would he but looke vpon the Angels graces, 
Che Paradiſes of their heavenly pleaſures, 

Ind then vpon the diuels ougly faces, (ſares! 
Aity all their tozments endle le without mea 


NAould men thus make a differtce in their minds 
T wirt light and darknes, and the dap and night, 
Then would ſinne dye, that with illuſion blizvs 
The epe of nature from her bleſſed fight: 


And man would lone the good,and hate the euil, 
And honoz Cod, and tread vpon the deuill. 
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Which in the heauens the choſcn (bal recelng 
And t hen againe bpon this wozlds annop, 
Where helliſh baites the wicked doe dect iuet 


Would he but loke vpon the Angels graccs, 


The Paradiſes of their heauenly pleaſures, 


And then vpon the veuſls vgly faces, 
With al their tozment envleſe without danse rest 


Would men thus make a differice in their mindgx 
T wixrt light and darknefſe, end the dap et T nicht, 
Then would ſinne dye, that with illuſion blinds 
The eye ol nature from her bleſlcd ſight. 


And man wonld lone the goed end he te the euill. 
And honsz God, and trea v vpon the deull. 
Son 
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_ heauenly Mulc come helpe me ſing, Let Vertues onely ſet the grounds, 

In Glorie of my heauenly King: VV here Grace but all of Glory ſounds, 
And from ſome holy Angels wing, VVhile Mercie heales the ſpirits wounds: 
Where Graces doe for tcathers ſpring, VV here faith the feare of death confounds: 
Oh bring my hand one bleſſed Pen, That heaucn and earth may ioy to heare, 
Towriec beyond the reach ot men: The Muſike of the Angels queere, 


Let all the ſubiect be of Grace, 
Where Mercy ſet in Glories place, | 
Doth ſtand before that ſhining face, VVhereblci!cd ſoules ſet free from he!l, 
That makes all other beauty batc: In Mercy do with Glory dwell, 

That Heauen and earth may ſce the wonler, And u ich the Saints and Angels ſing, 
That puts all wortlis aud wonders vader: In glory uſ che heauenly King: 


Oh tell the world, no world can tell, 
How that Toy doch all iy es excell, 
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Ome heauenly Mule come helpe me ſing, 
In gloꝛv of my heauenlp Ling: 

And from ſome holy Angels wing, 

Where graces do fo; featiers ſpꝛing, 

Oh ling my hand one bletled Pen, 

To wzite bepond the reach of men: 


Let all the ſubied be of grace, 

IAhere increp let in gloꝛies place, 

Doth ſtand befoꝛe that ſhining face, 

That makes all other beauty baſe: 

That heauen and earth map ſrce the wonder, 
That puts all wozths and wonders vnder: 


Let vertues onclp (et the grounds, 

Th: rc Grace but all of Slozp ſounds, 
CUhiie mercy beales the ſpirits wounds, 
Where faith the feare of death confounds: 
Chat heauen and earth may ioy to hearc 
The muſike of the Angels Quare. 
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Ome beauemly le come helye ne ling, 
Dan gto:yp of my heauenly King 2 
And [rom ſoine holy Angels wing, 
TT here graces doc i923 feathers ſpzing ; 
Dhhzing my hand one blefſcd Pen, 
To wꝛite bzywd the reach of mcn- 


Ket all the ſabiect be of grace, 


* Where mercy ſet in gloꝛies place, 
Doth ſtand befoꝛe hit ſhinins face. 
Thit uiske s all other beauties bat; : 
That heauen and earth man ſe the wonder, 
Cbat puts all wo2ths and wongacrs vnde r. 


L ef vertues o1n:1v (ct the aro:mdes, 
Wihere Grace but aol Giozy ſounds, 

TU here mercy healcs the ſpirits wounds, 
ßere faith the feare of deathconfounds , 
Chat heauen and carth ima}; toy to heare 
ye mulicke of the Angels Quite. 
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Sinke not a note beneaththe ſence, Hou 

Of Glorie lugheſt excellence, Why 

And kcepe vnto that onely Fence, Jn u 

V V here heauens haue all their honour thense: And 

That Serapluns may clap their wings, Ing 

To heare how Gracc, at Glory ſings. Sin] 
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And 
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Oh, let the Sunne in brighenes ihine, Tha 

Anu ncuer letthle Moone decline, To 
And cucry Harre his light rctine, 

Betore thut ble ſied lignt diuine: Oh. 

Of x home, in hom, rom whom alone, And 

They haue theit iluning every one. And 

Bef 

Ok! 

Let The 


eee 


Nr SILENT SDxs 


The Soules Harmony, 


— — — — — 


Oh tell the wozld, no tongue can tell, 
How that top doth all iopes excell, 
There bleſſed ſoules ſet free from hell, 
Jn mercy doe with glozy dwell, 

And with the Saints and Angels ſing, 
In glozy of their heauenlp Bing: 


Sinke not a note beneath the ſence 


Ok glozies higheſt Geeellence, 


And keepe vnto that holp Tente, 

Where beauens haue all their honoz thence - 
That 2eraphins map clap their wings, 

To heare how Grace, of Giozp lings. 


Oh. let the Snnne in bꝛightneſſe ſhine, 
And neuer let the Boone decline, 

And enery ſtarre his light refine, 

Be foze that bleſſed light diuine: 

Ot whom, in whom, from whom alone, 
They haue their ſhining euery one. 
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H tell the wozld, vd tongue can tell, 
How that toy v8tt all fbpes ercell, 
c Ahe re blcFedſonlesfet free from hell, 
In mercie doe with glo:v dwell, 
And with the Saints and Angels ang, 
In glozy oftheir heauenly A ing: 


& inke not a note bencath the ſence 

Dk glozies hie bet Excellente, 

And kæpe vato that holp T ente, 

Where heauens haue all their hono: — 
Tbhat-Scrayhines may clap their wings, 
To heare how Grace, ofG1o;p ſings. 


Oh. et the Sun in bzightneſſ. ſhine, 
And ncuer let the Sone decline, 
And cuery ſtarre his l ight reſtcne, 
3: efoze that biced light diuine : 
Ol whom, in whom, from whom alone, 
The haue the ir ſhining eitery one, 
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Let all the Azure hie be cleare, 

And rot a miſlic cloud come neere, 

But all that brighteſt light appeare, 
Where Angels make their merrie cheere, 
And all the troope ot heauens may ſee, 
Where all the ioyes of heauen may be. 


Let Pre bus in lis bi:ghenes ſt 12 
Andu: ne: ark elome nights a'vay, 
And Vng rSarnsgand Angels play, 
While Marty res keepe ligi, hoiy-day: 
And all the ho it cf Heauen accord, 
To ſing in glory ot tue Lord. 
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Let all the yeere be Summers ſpring, 
And Nich: ingales all Birds that ſing, 
And all tlie fruites that grow or ſpring, 
Be brought vnto tlus glorious King, 

V Vih all their colours and their ſveetes, 
Before his feete. to ſtrow the ſtreetes: 


Let hony-dewes perfume the ay re, 
That all may be both ſweet and tay ie, 
That may with Mercies leaue repayre, 
V nto the ſeate of Glories Chayre: 
That euety thing may fitting fali, 
Vnto tlie Glory of chem all. 
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Let all the Azure ſkye be cleare, 
And not a miſty cloud tome neere, 
But all that bzighteſt ight appeare, 


There Angels make their merry cheare, 


And all the troupe of heauens map ſce, 
Where all the iopes of heauen may be. 


Let Phoebus in his bzightneſle (tap, 

And dꝛiue the darkeſome nights away, 
And Uirging, Saints, and Angels play, 
While Mar tyꝛs licepe high holy dep: 
And all the hoaſt of heauen accozd, 

To ſing in glozy of the Lozo. 


Let all the pecre be Summers ſpzing, 
And Nightingales all Birds that fing, 
And all the fruites that grow oꝛ ſpꝛing, 
Bt bzought vnto this glozious Bing, 


Uith all their colours and their ſweets, 


Ve foꝛe his fecte to ſtrow the ſtreets: 
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Let 
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Et all the — ſkye be cleare, 
And not a miſty cloud come nere, 
But all that bztghteft light appeare, 


Where Angels make their merry cheare, 


And all the troupe of heauens map ſee, 
Where all the iopes of heaucn may be. 


Act Phab in his bꝛightneſſe ſtay, 
And dꝛtuc the darkcſome night away, 


And Utrgins, Saints, and Angels play, 


Mhile Martyrs ka pe high holy dap: 
And all the hoc ſt of heancn accozd, 
To ſing in gloꝛ y ol the K 03d. 


Let all the ya re be Summers ſpʒ ing. 
And d ight ingales all Virdes that ung, 
And all the ſruits that grow oz ſpꝛʒiug, 
Be bꝛouaht vnto this glo2 tous k ing 
W ith all their colours and their i wa ts, 
Beltozc his le ti to ſtro w the ſtru ts. 
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Let all the liea: ts hie ſoules, the mindes, 
That wiſdome viito vertu? bindes, 

And bre edes but of thote vletled kindes, 
T hat gracious loue 1u glory findes, 
Avreetouuliicr all monc, 

To ions Our Cod alouc. 


And when they ell inturne are ſer, 
And in ther ſtwestett munkxe mety 
And h:ghett she note b th tet, 
\Vie grace ray lugheſt glory get; 
My rauitet toulem a.crcy then, 
May _ but lcaue to! 25 imens 


Gloria in excefſit Deo, 


Prayſe 
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Let hony-dewes perfume the apze. 

Chat all map be both ſweete and fapꝛe. 

Chat mav with Percies leaue repap;c, 

Unto the ſeate of Glozies Chapꝛze: 

That enery thing may fitting fall 

Unto the gloꝛv of then all. 

Let all the hearts, the ſou es, the minds, 

Chat wiſedome vnto vertue binds , 

And bꝛeeds but of thoſe bleſſed kinds, 

That gracious loue in glozy finds, 

Agree together all in one, 

To glozifie our C od alone. 

And when they all in turne are ſet, 

And in their ſweteſk Puſicke met, 

And higheK ſkill the note hath ket, 

Where grace map higheſt glozp get; 

My rauiſht ſoule in mercy then, 

Map haue but leaue to ing Amen. 
Gloria in excelſis Deo. 
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19 hony doues perfumethe apre, 

That all may be both \watc and favre, 
That may with Mercies leaue repay3c, 
Unto the ſeats of Glozies Chap3e: 

That enery thing may fitting fall, 

Unto the g\ozy of them all. 


Ter all the hearts, the ſonles the minds 


That wiledome unts vertue binds, 
And bz&eds but of thoſc bleſled kn 
That gracious love in glo y finds, 
Agrer together all in one, 

To gloziſic our God alone, 


And when they all in turne are ſet. 
And in their ſ werteſt q uſtcke met, 
And higheſt ſkill the note bath get. 
Mhere grace map hiqheſt glo y ne” 
My tauiſh t ſouic in mercie then, 
Map haue but leaue to ſing Ams. 
| Gloria it *» 
IS 2 | 


K 
$2209922208000008 72027 


* 80 
& » * 


Tie Soules Harmony. 


Rayſe, in the higheſt of the height of prayſe, 
Stray ne vp thy heart vnto thy Ipirits note, 
There in the wortli y here all thy wonder ſtay es, 

Write to the uns of all the world to quote 


Tell them, oh tell them, that thou canſt not tell, 
What grace and glory thy deare God deſerueth, 
W hoſe Excellence all excellence doth excell, 
Wule lum alone, all excelle — 


Life, 
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Life, loue, trueth, power, grace, pity, bounty, glory; 
Health, comfort, wildome, vertue, metcy, peace; 
Theſe in the ſtate of the celeſtiall ſtory, 

Doe ſound the glor that ſhall neuer ceaſe, 


Whoſe holy prayſes to more height ariſe, 
Then carth or heauen, or — can deuiſe: 


(7loria in excelſis Deo. 


855 


0 


| _ Px 


The Soules —— 


— — — — -—-- — _ 8 


— 


P Raiſe, in the hight of the height of p2aiſe, 
Straine vp thy beart vnto thp ſpirits note, 
Chere, in the wo:th,where all thy wonder ſtates, 

Wiite to the wits of all the wozld to quote: 


Tell them, oh tell them, that thou canft not tell, 
That grace and glozy thy deare God deſcrneth, 
Elhoſe Cecellence all eccellence doth extell, 
While him alone all exccllency ſerueth. 


T ife,'one,fruth,yower grate, pity, boũty, gloꝛv, 
Vealth, comſoꝛt, wiſedame. vertue, mertp, peace; 
Cheſe in the ſtate of the teleſtiall ſtozp, 

Doe ſound the glozy that chall neuer ceaſe, 


TAhoſe holy pꝛapſes to moze height arife, 
Then carth oz heauen, oꝛ Angels can deuiſe. 
Gloria in exccliis Deo, 


O 
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Raiſe, in the hig bell ol the height of pꝛatſe. 
Sfraine vp thy heart vato thy ſpirits note. 
There, in the woꝛth where all thy wonder ſtaies 

Write to the wits of all the world to quote. 


Tell them oh tell them, that thou canſt not te ll. 
What graco and glozy thy deare God deferucth, 
Whoſe @xcellencs all excellence doth excell, 
While him alone all excellency ſerueth. 


L ife loue, truth power, graute. pitp, bounty alozy, 
Baalth. comfo2t,wiſdome,vertue mercy pcate, 
ſe in the ſtate of the tele ſtiall ſtoꝛ v, 

Doe ſormd the glozy that ſhall neuer ccaſc. 


Whole holy pzaiſcs dae moꝛc high ariſe, 
Zhan Carth e: Beaucn, o: Angels can dcaile, 
Gloria 10 txcelſis Deo, 
O 


2 {$6242 306320608 
(020508800652 79772272722 


eee eee 


The Soules Harmony. The Soules Harmony. 


O That my heart cculd hit vpon a ſtrayne, Then ſhould the name of my moſt gracious King, 
| Would ſtiike the mulike of wy toules deſire 3 — Mou; God, in lugher tunes bee ſounded, 
Or chat my foule could find ti ac ſacted vayne, Of heauenly prayſe, tien earth hath po ver to ſing, 


That ſcts tlie content the Angel, Quere: Where heauen & cat. & Angels are confoundeds 
(broken, 
Or that that S: vr it of elpectall grace, Aud ſoules may ſing while all heert- ſtrings are 

That cannot itoupe beneath the ſtate ct heauen, Hos praiſe is more, then can in praile be ſpoken, | 
Win my loulc d ould tabe Ins fetice plies | 
- a 7 a 4 
WuhAngcls Err, to mal. e lus glory cuen, (Cr loriain excelſis Deo. | 

© 2 When 
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©; that the ſpirit of eſpeciall grace, 

That cannot fleope beneath the ſtate of heauen, 
Within my ſonle would take his ſcttled place, 
With Angels Ens to make his glo:p euen. 


— —— ſ—— — Oo OOO—— 


CTbat mp heart conld hit vpon a ſtraine, 

Mould ſtrike the muſtke of my ſoules deſire 
Oz that my ſoule could find that ſacred vaine, 
That ſets the conſozt of the Angles Quier: 


Then ſhuld the name of ny moſt gracions King, 
And gloꝛious God in higher tunes be ſonnded, 

Of heaucnly pzaiſe then earth hath power to ung 
Where heauen e earth, + Angels are cofounded. 


(bꝛokci, 


And ſoules may ſing while all heart ſtrings are 
Vis pꝛayſe is moꝛe then tan in p;aiſc be ſpoken. 
(iloria in excelſis Deo. 
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() That mp hearf couldhit vpon a ftraine, 
N ould ſtrike the muſick of my louleg deſire, 

Oz that m ſoulc could find that ſacred 1 

Chit ſets tho conſoʒt of the Angels Quiet. 


Oz that the ſp{rit of cſyec iall grace, 


That cannot ſtœpe bencath the Late of heauen, 
TW ithin myſoulc would take his ſetled place, 
TUith Angels En: to make his glozp euen. 


Then ſhonld the name of my malt gracious King, 
And glozfous Cod in higher tunes be ſounded, 
Ot he auenlv pꝛaiſc then car th hath power to ſing. 
TUhere heauen 4 carth, 2 Angels are confounded, 
(;oken, 
Ind ſonlcs may ling while all heart ffrings art 
iis pꝛaiſe is moze than can in pzaile be . 
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VV Hen Job had loſt his children,lands & good When the fore Cripple by the poole did lye, 
Patience did kill che pryſon ot lus payne: Full many a ye re iu miſery and payne, 
And when lis ſorrowes cimeę as fault is floods, His heart on Chriſt no ſoonei (cr his eye, 
Hope kept hus heart, till comtortes cunc agayne. But teares mou d grace, and he was well agayne, * 
- 


1 


When Dauids life by Saul was often ſought, No lob, nor Dini!!, Cripple more in griefe: 
And worlds of creſles compaſt him a bout, | Chriſt gue me patience,and wy hope relicte, 
Yet was his ſpirie neuet OUCTe \ rougit, ' — 
Bur in lus woes, ſiope ſtill did helpe him our, FINIS. 
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Hen lob had loft his chilvʒen, lands and 
Patience dtd kil the poyſon of his pain: 
And when dis ſoꝛrowes came as faſt as floods, 
Hope kept his heart, till comfo2ts came againe. 


When Dauids life by Saul was often ſonght, 
And woꝛds of croſſes compaſt him about, 

Pet was his ſpirit neuer ouer-w3zought, 

But in his woes hope fill did helpe him ont. 


Chen the ſoꝛe Cripple by the poole did lye, 

Full many a ptete in miſery and paine, 

His heart on Ch2iftno ſooner ſet his eve. 
But teares mou d grace, and he was wel againe. 


Ho lob noz Dauid, Cripple moze in griefe, 
Chzilt gine me patience,and mp hope reliefe. 


FINIS. 


lob had loſt his 3 


Patience did kfll the poyſon of . 
Am toben his — —— 


De kept his heart, till comloꝛts cam againe, 


ben Danidslifs by Sw! was often ſought, 
Aud wo2ds of croſtes compalk him about, 
Pet was his ſpirit neuer oner-w3ought, 
But in his woes hope ffi did helyt him out. 


When the ſoze Creple by the pole didiye , 

Full many a yere in miſery and paine, 

Bis heart on C itt no ſoner let his epe, 

But teares mou d grace and he was well againe, 


Bo lobmog Dauid, Cree ple mo2e in griete, 
Chzilt giue me patience, and my hope reliefe. 


FINIS, 


Fit nnen; 


